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from one or other of those loop-holed and rugged fortalices
which dot like warts the margin of the Thana Creek of to-day.
In three hours the passport came. They then spread their
big lateen sail to the breeze, which after flapping idly about,
bellied out in the wind, arid now with a strong current they go
whizzing through the narrows, people coming down in crowds
to have a peep at them over those battlements which have long-
since disappeared. On the afternoon of the second day the
voyagers arrived at that now most thriving and energetic sea-
port of Bhiwandi, and were hospitably entertained in the
house of a rich Moor-man. Everybody who has explored Thana
Creeks knows the difficulty of their navigation, in tides,
currents, shoals ; in waiting for -wind that never comes or
comes at the wrong time. They had however passed the time
tolerably on board, eaten and drank fairly well, had slept also
a troubled sleep, though music, song and sentiment were carried
far into the night, Eamsay giving them some new songs from
the " Evergreen" that they had never heard before. Occa-
sionally his two servants, who were proficients in the art,
played disjointed fragments on the Trench horn, "first and
second/' whatever that may mean ; but it was too dreadful, and
they called to put a stop to it, the lascars meanwhile yelling
and gesticulating, that they had got on a snag, which the
ITakoda swore was as big as the Chaul Kadu, and it might have
been any size, for it was pitch-dark at the time. Nobody had
walked overboard, fallen down the hatchway or knocked his
head against the mainmast, and though " John " was " as sick
as a dog," we can aver the Admiral suffered no inconvenience.
" See that ye fall not out by the way," and they had obeyed
the injunction to the letter. Mr. Patterson, the Admiral's
Secretary, a young Scotchman of inchoate habits, had thrown
down his hand in disgust, there was neither trump nor picture-card
in it; they played dummy afterwards, the young man mean-
while amusing himself with cutting out silhouette caricatures of
his Mends in black paper.

'Next morning they arose rather exhausted than otherwise.
The mosquitoes of the Bhiwandi creek bite hard, and they had
a bad night of it; but the hot wells were at hand, and they did
not despair; the gentlemen of the party, for there were no